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CHATTER VII.
A fow ilnys later, attended by ft sinnll

mllltnry escort, tho party loft Uio

fort
Wlnslow oxiilnl' od to the command-

er that tlirro was double reason for
"male In tholr unwillingness (o furt'icr
trespass on his hospitality, no lesa
than In tho Impattcnco of tho ladles to
Join their relatives. Reasons which,
though with all hospitable Intent, the
colonel supplemented by tho pt i Jcnl
suggestion that they tako udvantunc of
tho prcaont. frosty condition of tho
trail. A llttlo later, when tho spring
thaw had sot In, tho owninp lands
would bo well nigh Impassable.

Thero being no avallablo gul2c at
tho fort, It was decided that tho sol-

diers accompany thorn to tho nearest
Indian vji'ago, a half day's march
away, where they could obtain ponies
and n guldo for tho Journey north.

Tho llttlo party arrived r,t nightfall
within tho Indian settlement, anil the
soldiers returned to tho fort, having
mado arrangements with tho chief of
tho vlllngo for their safe conduct.

Left to thomselves In tho gloo'hiy
wigwam, tho travelers had much ado
to bo chocrml. Tho placo was

and Hobo, nnd tho dickering
firelight but corvcil to bring Into bold-
er relief tho grotcsquo shadows that
tlouted them from every corner.

Tho loose-fittin- g skins or which tho
wallB wero mado, creaked and flapped
dismally, 'ino brush of a fox nnd the
head of n deer bung over tho door-wa- y;

stray feathers blow over the
floor as tho wind stole in. Mrs.
Crolghton gavo a shiver of disgust.

"How growsomo this placo 1b.

Trophies of dead tilings ovorywhoro!
I feel as though wo wero entertaining
ghosts."

Lavender laughed low uneasily.
"Hush, and sho lifted n warning
finger. "Somebody Is outside."

Wlnslow llftod tho heavy flap that
curtained tho threshold. A rush of
air mndo tho torch burn low, nnd In
tho darkness thoy could dimly discern
tho flguro of a man-ta- ll, with a wav-
ing caglo plumo ahovo n beaded heud-drcg- a.

'Conio in, friend" said Wlnslow,
but the stranger mado no move to
enter. "Is tho whtto innldon hero?'
His speech was guttural, but not harsh.
"Whoro is tho maid who is not
afraid of an Osago arrow? Owatoga
would speak with her."

Owatoga! Then ho had followed
them. Was it ns friond or foo7 I,iv-ond- cr

rose and went to tho opening."
"I am here, Owatoga."

There was a nervous quiver In hor
voice, nnd sho grasped Wlnslow'B arm,
but tho gigantic flguro outsldo mado no
movo nearer.

"You will need a guide Owatoga
knows tho forest," ho said.

Wlnslow dropped tho curtain, and
stood outsldo in tho darkness, keeping
closo to Lnvondur ns ho addreascd the
Indian.

"You ara n friend to this whlto
maid?"

For answer, tho other said, with
"Tho arrow was taken out

quick; Owatoga was not left to dio."
"Then you arc bettor? I am so glad,"

Lavender said, and tho Indian respond-
ed, gravely: "Owatoga is well; ho will
bo the guide for tho whlto people to-

morrow."
Without wntti s for tuanks, without

rurlhcr explanation, ho disappeared,
and Lavender whispered, triumphant-
ly, as they reentered the wigwam: "I
knew wo could trust him!"

Next day they left tho village, led
only by their guide. Tho
ponies and other equipment had boon
bought of the Indians. Pnrt of their
route was to bo that known as tho
Clar.v trail. Tho town or Now Madrid
was their first destination thero
they would await tho earliest boat
north.

On ctout Indian ponioa tl.ey rodo;
sometimes ovordampandslippcry paths,
but oftener where tho hoofs beat
rhythmic ineaBiiro on tho frozen way.
Occasionally they crossed wandering
bauds of Indians, meeting with solid

or friendly gruutB, but never
a hostile show. By night camp fires
kept off tho cold, and ctcrner foes,
whoso hungry howling was a mock
ing lullaby.

Owatoga rode ahead, rigid silent as a
slain chieftain on his horse awaiting
burial tho quick and the dead to-
gether.

WJnslow'a spirits rose with tho oc-
casion, and ho beguiled with cheerful
talk and unwearied attentions tho
"outing," aa ho laughingly called it.

Mrs. Crelghton, too, rallied all hor
physical forces, and boro without
flinching tho discomforts of tho hard
travel.

America, alone, was miserable the
picture of comic distress.

Lavender was her buoyant self, and
for tho first time appealed to Charlon
In a purely personal way. Heretofore
ho had regarded her merely as a beau-
tiful, but unessential factor .a tho sit-

uationgradually she had como to be
tho sum of it.

Bent upon ambitious hopes, his fu- -

turo lato In carvlns, lovo was In
Wlnslow'n mind an unwolcomo guest;
nn Intruder whoso visit was to bo de-

ferred ob long aa possible. But thero
wero bIkiib of Its coming; n Wlnslow
watched Lavender observed her ten-

der thoughtfulncss toward her mother
her regard for tho welfare oi nil.

Ho remembered tho pfctuio sho mado
when seated In tho wood with tho

head on her lap, Dare-heade- d,

her hood tho wounded man's pillow,
tho dying mm tipping hor hair with
arrow-poin- ts of bronze, she had
seemed a wraith of daylight In tho
gathering snnde.1. This rovolallon of
the softer nldo of tho girl's nature,
of her mlnlstrant caro nnd dauntlcss-nes-

In danger, touched hltn where
bnll-roo- m blandishments or mere
blitho maidenhood had failed.

She rodo In advance, often turning
for a word or smile. Often there
wero ocarlct berrlca at her throat, or
leaves twisted in mocking imitation
of Owatoga's headdress.

Wlnslow'B plensuro In tho sight
lila growing Joy in her company, was
dnmpened by Had all
his hopes, his ambition for n career in
tho land of promise, como to this?
That lto could find content and satis-
fying hnpplnesD in tho mere presence
of a woman?

At. last thuy camo In rfight of the
Mississippi; dark, sllont, tho wnleis
rolled, a vast moat; beyond 11, stoop
and oheor, a wall of rock. To tho trav-
elers, ignorant of nil that lay behind,
that rocky wall might havo been tho
fortross of tho sotting sun

Tho spring wnB early, and ico drift-
ed hclpIessiy under Its toni cerements
of snow. They wero not far from the
fiottlcmont of Now Madrid, a'nd It was
determined to follow tho course of
tho river until the town was reached.

Slowly northward, for tlio spring
rains had begun, and the fens and
mnrshes wero slimy underfoot, and
foggy oVcrhcati.

Tho river, bearing Its ,r burden
away to tho south, Borvcd ihem In
guidance crlm, hut true.

At last they reached tho point di-

rectly opposite New Madrid. Tho
squat Btono cabins of tho sottlemcnt
woro huddled together on tho farther
bank like great cakea of Ico thrown
from tho river.

Tlio day wan gloomy; tho blustering
wind, hng-rlddg- n, hurled snow and
rain In their faces with alternate spite.

"This Ib not exactly a welcome,
warm and heartfolt, Is It?" laughed

"A HARD CHOICE, TRULY." LAV12N-UK- U

ACUUSKD, WITH A SAUCY TOSS
OF I1I3R CHIN

lnslow, ns they dismounted and
stood on tho bank of tho grny river un-
der n scowling sky.

Out of tho dusk loomed a group of
wigwams, and Owatoga went forward
to reconnoitor. Ho returned in com-
pany with another Indian whom ho had
engaged to ferry them over. Their
fow household goods hnd been carried
In crates, bound with deerskin to the
backs of ponies, aim these wero trans-
ferred to one pirogue. Two others wero
reserved for tho passengers.

THey arranged for tho salo of the
ponlos nnd hospitality for tho night,
but with tho first dawn the party cm-hark-

on tho river.
One Indian Btood in tho prow, push-

ing aside with a long polo tho cakes of
Ice which drifted llko Inquisitive mon-stor- s,

closo to tho driving koel.
Amorlcn cowerod lu abject fear In

tho stern; alternntoly Invoking tho
wrath of Heaven upon tho rash under-
taking, and beseeching Divino aid lu
Its outcome.

The other women boro tho discom-
fort and danger with fortitude, oven
pleasure. In both was a strong sonso
ot tho dramatic, tho picturesque To
Lavender, especially, this was as a
draught of wino this race with the
swirling Ico oa tho dnrk water in tho
cold grny dawn. Hero and thero a
vain star yet dallied for a last look
at herself In tho wntcry minor.

All wn quiet In tho vlllngo ns they
ncared the shore, nnd tho boats rub-
bing tholr sides together In friendly
fu3hlon ns thoy grated on the sand.
was tho only sound.

Thero wns no tavern then In the
town, but every cnbln had a spare bed
and seat at table whoro strangers wero
allowed to stay. For It was scarcely
a welcome which thoso frontier folk
extended It was rather a toierant suf-
ferance. Such a return In money or
trndo as the guest saw fit to make,
was accepted, but none wns ever de-

manded. Their doors were open, and
with tho opening of tho door they
considered duty done; the stranger
could make shift to find his own nook
In tuo chimney corner.

Such faro tho travelers found, and
for Lavender tho stylo held a quolnt,
attractive Interest.

"I like this kind of hospitality," she
said one day. "I llko their Independ-
ent attitude. What they glvo Is free-
ly given, and one feels that It Is with-
out effort."

"Entirely so," Wlnslow agreed, dry-
ly, "and I don't llko It, Tot luck,'

on they call It, never appealed to ma
I 'rather enjoy belni; mado over."

CHAPTER VIII.
Suddenly, ns If to surprino tKn.ni,

camo tho spring.
Tlio winter carpet of sodden leaves

was changed to one of bright young
grass. Pussy-willow- s, llko molting
birds, dotted tho marshy land with
tholr yollow feathers, and every shady
nook wns dnppled with palo and droop-
ing wlld-llowcr-

On an afternoon in early March,
Wlnslow nnd Lavender strolled to the
water's edgo to look for tho boat
which was hourly expected. A skiff
was moored on tho beach, and laven-
der Jumped to Its prow, and, shad-
ing her eyes from tho dancing sun-
light, gazed' down tho river.

in Jalth, a flno flgure-,hcad- ," Wlns-
low called, then stood, with tho ma-

licious enjoyment Bomctlmcs folt . in
defying conscience, watching her with
evory sonso nllvo to tho poise of her
head and dolicnto wrist to tho curves
of tho slender flguro In tho homespun
gown, ns It swayed unsteadily in tho
rocking boat.

From her belt dangled a bunch of
dogwood blossoms tho first trophy of
tho season.

"See. look! they are coming!" and
piroqucttlng Joyously, sho Bhook the
frail skiff until tho onrlocks rattled.

Wlnslow sprang Into tho boat with
her, his arm steadying her swaying
figure, his hand in hers.

Tho blnck hulk ot the unwieldy keel-bo- at

wns plainly visible a dark lino
In the agalo of river and Bky.

Soon they could distinguish the
forris of men on shoro as they walked
with bout head, and nrms stralnlnp at
tho long cordelle, and thero was a
chorus of greeting.

It wns indeed a cosmopolitan cry.
Tho foreign twang of Spnnlard and
Frenchman Joined to tho lusty call of
tho American uloneer, whllo hero nnd
thero an Indian gnvo a whoop of wel-

come, nnd even America added her
unctuous dialect to tho greeting that
sounded over tho water.

On came tho men, and after them tho
boat, drawn llko tho carcass of some
huge thing or tho sen.

A landing wns soon made, and the
captain camo ashore a Bwaggorlng,

follow, whoso ox-llk- o

strength nnd ferocity of temper hold
his llttlo world In check.

Thero wns clamorous outcry for goods
expected or space for now cargo, but
It consumed llttlo time, slnco a large
dry goods box carried tho average
shipment.

The nppearanco of tho boat her
crow and passengers, wns anything hut
prepossessing. Ro.ugh, uncouth, and,
for the most part, depraved, tho pros-
pect of a Journey with such men was
disheartening.

Hut Wlnslow and his party resolved
to mako tho best of It, keeping them-
selves and their inopportune refine-
ment na much in tho background as
possible. Cramped qu.trtcvs wero pro-
vided them, and when tho boat was
ready they took leave of tho settle-
ment, "with surprisingly llttlo regret,
considering your fondness for pot
luck,' " Wlnslow said, laughingly to
Lavender.

Tho boat mado slow progress, but
they found nmplo entertainment In
tho beauties of tho view. Tho sky nnd
water, tho now verdant banks on either
side, were constant food for thought
or converse. But to tho majority o
their fellow-voyager- s, blind to shift-
ing cloud nnd changing shadow, to

bluff and towering pine, the
hours dragged wearily.

Gambling was tho chief diversion,
nnd most of tho men were inveterate
players. Among these was a once
wealthy planter journeying in company
with an octoroon slave. Ho hnd lost
a fortune nt the gaming table, but was
possessed with a fever to win It back
at a llko hazard. Tho woman usually
watched his play, and her Influence
alono hnd tuna far prevented his utter
ruin. Over his shoulder sho often
hung, nnd her dark comeliness would
attract him from the dice or cards.

Toward tho closo of tho second day's
travel Wlnslow walked Into tho for-

ward cabin, whoro tho planter sat at
cards witli two men. One of them,
Pat Finch, the captain, shouted ns
Wlnslow entered: "Takq a hand?"

"No, thanks. I'll look on."
Thero was silence, broken only by

the rnttlo of coin, nnd tho oalha of the
players.

Tho air was stilling with the fumes
of drink nnd tobacco, but Wlnslow re-

mained, fascinated by the tonso attl-tud- o

of the gamblers. Evidently some
untoward excitement was pending
tho stakes wero high.

Suddenly thero wns a gurgling cry of
"Lost, by God!" nnd tho planter fell
face downward on tho table, scatter-
ing cards and money in blind confu-
sion.

Another pause, then Finch, tho cap-tnl- n,

spoke: "It was a fair game, and,
damme, If sho nlu't mine!"

At tho brutal words, the prostrate
man rose, and shot a look of mingled
hatred nud pleading ns would have
touched a heart not mailed nnd proof-Suspici-

on

of tho frightful barter
camo over Wlnslow, but controlling n
sickening sonso of disgust, ho askod,
calmly: "Then tho staken wcra high,
gentlemen?"

Tho plnntcr groaned and dropped his
head again to the table.

With a devll-mny-onr- o (ling of his
great shoulders, tho captain rose.
"High?" ho repeated, "well, it there's
a finer wench in the Louisiana terri-
tory, I'd like to have her. that's all."

At this tho stricken playor sprang
to his feet, nnd with the grasp of a
tiger was at tho speaker's throat.

Tho door was suddenly ope'nod, nnd
tho octoroon's wide, frightened eyes
peered over tho threshold.

Instantly tho clinched mon re-

laxed their hold, and the planter sank
to his seat again

With wondering anxiety tho woman
scanned each face, then Umldlyv ap-
proached tho gamitr: "William, mas
ter, speak to we what Is it?"

A groan vas tho only response; then
roughly Flnc. Bpoko: 'Wo played until
ho lost everything ho had but you.
Then, well, then ho staked and lo3t
again."

Tho woman stood rigid. Over her
eyes n horrid comprehension grow,
darkening them llko n film shutting out
tho light.

Finch grasped hcrHwlth half scowl,
half leer on his cruel face. "Ono man's
meat la another man's plzon, you
know, my girl."

With a shriek sho turned from him
to sink nt tho feet of her mastor. "Not
mo? You have not sold mo?" and sho
murmured broken words of anguish,
groveling on tho floor, her head on his
knee.

"Wo nre Intruding, scnor."
It was tho third player who spoke

a tall, heavy-browe- d' Spaniard, his
massive head covered with black curls
on which wa3 carelessly tilted a wido-hrlmm- cd

hat. , This ho pullod lower,
as If to hide tho womanish pity in his
eyes.

"Let us go," he said, "this is not
the first tlmo mon have fought for a
woman," and ho turned away.

Wlnslow wad tempted to follow
both from personal unwillingness to
witness tho harrowing scene, and
from Innato respect for tho sanctity of
sorrow. But Just then he met tho
agonized gaze, of tho octoroon. All
a woman's ooul flashed from tho eyes
of this helpless chattel.

Rapidly his mind searched ovory
avenuo of cscapo for her. Thero was
a way ho would try it.

"Will you tarry a moment?" And ho
closed tho door as he spoke, ''I have a
suggestion to mako."

There was a compolling power in his
quiet .words which mado tho crushed
man raise his head with sudden hun-
gry hope In the bloodshot cyc3. Tho
woman staggered to her feet Cnpt.
Fiii&h rewarded tho speaker with a
glare of malignant questioning.

tTo Bo Continued

EARLY TOBACCO HISTORY.

Passage in nu Ancient Book Describes
tho Weed .in Quaint

- Fashion.

Tho antiquary took down a llttlo
brown book dated 1573.

"This little book," he said, "describes
English life in Shakespeare's youth. It
has a passage on tobacco that should
interest you. A pipe, in this passage,
Is Bald to resomblo In form a ladle. It
does resemble a ladle, doesn't it?"

Tho passage in the old book ran:
"In these dales tho taking in of tho

smoke of the Indian hcrbe called To-

bacco by an Instrument formed like a
llttlo ladele, whereby it passeth from
tho mouth Into tho lied and stomach, la
gretllo taken vp an1 vscd in England
against Rewmes and omo other dis-

eases Ingendercd In the lunges and
other parts, and not without efftct.

"Tho horbo Tobacco Is commonly of
tho height of a man. with grcto long'
leaves; the collour of tho floure Is car- -'

nation, resembling that of tho lcnimonl
In form, the rootc yellow with mauy
flllettcs.

"Tho first taste of Tobacco smoke is1

vile, but aromatlck and swete onough'
It becomes with usunge, so as to mako'
men Its slaves, It Is best taken withi
wino or beerc."

No Reason for Two Trips.
Patrick's wife was "ailing." and Pat-

rick put on his Sunday best and walked'
four miles to the doctor's house to tell'
him about her.

"Now," said tho doctor, when ho hnd
heard all Patrick had to say, and had
propnred some medicine, "hero Is some-- ,
thing for your.wife. I've written the dl-- ,
rcctions. on the bottle, nnd I want her to
try It faithfully for a fortnight. Thou,
if it doesn't relievo her, come to me
again and I will give you another pre-
scription."

"Mow, docther, see here," said Pat-
rick, standing straight nnd looking
grimly at the physician. 'If you havo
your doubts of this ci.in' J ary, as its
Ivident you have hy the wsy you spake,
why don't you glvo mo fir.n what you'ro
goln' to give me la.t?" V mLi's Com-
panion.

Sho Was in Train! tr;.
"Wo'ro going to havo t.uch a Jolly

time," said the girl In blue. "A dinner
first, you know, and then a theater
party. Of courso you'll como?"

"I should llko to above all things,"
roturned tho girl In gray, "but I fear It
Isn't possible."

"isn't possible! Why not?"
"I'm not allowed to cat much of any-

thing Just now, nnd I fear such a dinner
would ho too great a temptation," ex-

plained the girl in gray, sadly.
"Dieting?" queried the girl in blue.

"Doctor's orders?"
"No; lawyer's."
"Lawyer's?"
"Yes; you seo my breach of promise

coso comes to trial pretty aoon, and I'm
training down to show the. ravages ot
blighted affection." Chicago Journal.

Sho Meant Well.
Bishop Coleman, of Delaware, tho

Episcopal dljnltary who every summer
takes a two or three weeks' tour over
the country, tramping Incognito, is u
man of tremendous appetite, and is
proud of It, Says the Philadelphia Even-
ing Telegraph. But a story Is related
of a Kent county housewife who got tho
best of him. Sho was the learned pre-

late's hostess on ono of his tramping
tours, and, knowing very well who ho
was, set beforo him a dinner fit for n
man of great labors. Tlio bishop ap-

preciated her cooking highly and tolJ
her sq, but ho was unprepared for her
rejoinder: "Bless yOU, bishop, eat
jour fill, for I lovo to aeo yo eat, eat
till ye bust; I wlsht you would!"

IHE PHOTOGRAPH

AND WILLIAM

By HAROLD WHITE

(CopyrlKht, IMC, by Joseph U. Bowles.)
"William,'' I said, as kindly aa pos-

sibly "It will either havo to be found,
or wo part company that is the right
cxpre.'jBlon, t think, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," said William, scooping up
tho luncheon crunfbs.

"How tho deuce It could bo lost
passes my comprehension!" I added,
glancing at tho vacant space on the
mantolpleco where the photograph used
to stand. I missed It. It wns not only
pretty In Itself, but I valued It; tliiies
had changed, but I say I valued it.

"P'r'aps Mrs. Groom knows conic-thin- g

about it," suggested William,
without apparent interest.

"Nonsense!" I replied, irritably.
"You know as well as I do that Mis.
GroomMiasn't been near the place slued
nine this morning." ,

William apparently gavo it up, ami
went on with his crumb-scoopin- g .

"Did I understand, sir," he said,
after a pause, "Vhat you was to be

back at tea-tim- e with the young lady
and her mint, sir?"

William's remarks generally havo a

significance, and with practice "it is
possible to gather what that signifi-

cance Is. Thla time I saw at once what
ho mejnt by a certain pose of his head
and the meditative manner in which
ho picked up the table-clot- h.

"Confound your Impertinence!" 1

said. 'Look'herc, William, I'm not
going to have you arrange my rooms
according to your notions ofproprlety,
or whatever It Is. That photograph
will have to bo produced and put up
oxactly where It always stands."

"As you please, sir," epid William.
"I will see that It's looked for."

"Do you think I want you to man-
age, my matrimonial affairs?" I went
on. I was angry with him.

"I shouldn't take the liberty, sir."
"Who's going to notice the things?"
"Oh, I think they notice 'em, sir.

It's my bcllaf the women see with the
backs of their heads. Besides, sir. It's
natural that they should take stock,
coming for the first time."

"And suppose they do?"
"Wei!, sir," said Wfilliam, "In my

opinion what the eye 'doesn't see the
heart doesn't grieve after, and least
said soonest mended. Of course, sir.
that may be only In my station in If re,

sir."
"Do you Imagine that any woman

would think that I have lived for three-and-thlr- ty

years without the diversion
of feminine society?" I put It to him.

"They may not think it, sir, but
they like to believe It."

"But that's nonsense."
"Very likely, sir. It's my belief It's

very much this way. A woman don't,
no more' than a man, imagine things
In a general way; but if sho finds a
hook, sho hangs a deal on it."

"But don't you s'' William," 1

said, "that this entails a life or per-
petual deceit?" -

"I don't seo, sir, begging your par-

don, that any man Is bound to Incrim-

inate himself."
"That is casuistry," I said. "Where,

William, where are your ethics?"
"I don't know, sir. Perhaps I never

had any, sir. I'm not familiar with
the word."

"If you had," I said, "you would
seo that tho one great condition ot
happiness between a man and a wom-
an vrho are, or who are to becomo
man and wire, is perrect confidence.
There should bo no secrets. Nothing
should be kept hack."

"Some havo tried It, sir," said Wil-
liam, and raused thoughtfully. "I
think if I was to look, sir, I might
find the photograph In the wardrobe
In your bedroom. Shall I look for It,
sir?" he asked, walking to tho door.

"Stop!" I said. "You say some have'
tried it. In your experience?"

"I've lived in married laniiiles, and
I have como across It," said William.

"How did It work?"
"Oh! lor!" said William, and wild

no thl lit? more.
"How often," I said, "are our natu-- ,

rally good impulses checked by tho
knowledge that If wo let them go, they
will only lead to harm In the end?
My natural impulse Is to befriend the,
beggar In tho street, but 1 know that
1 shall only bo encouraging vagrancy
and drink-- , and things. My natural im-

pulse under tho present circumstances
is to have no skoluton In my cup-

boards, and no photographs concealed
in tho wardrobo of my bedroom and
then n man ot oxporlenco tells mo
that if I let that lmpulso go, tho re-

sult will very likely be appalling. I

gathered, William, that tho results in
the other cases wore appalling?" -

William llHed his eyebrows and
nodded.

"Then your advice, as a man or ox-

porlenco, is to arrango tho mantelpiece
without Including tho photograph?"

"Seeing what's written on it "
"Seeing what's written on it, you

think thnt on the whole It would be
as well to er exclude 'tho photo-
graph?"

"If It Isn't a liberty, sir," said WIK
11am.

."The mantelpiece will look very
empty without it," I suggested.

"Yes, sir; that's In tho naturo ol
things I suppose, sir,' said William.
"Pernaps it is as well to get used tc
it sir; if I may mako so bold."

"Yes, yo3. Aud aro thero any other
Improvements you would suggest?" ,

"No, sir," Enid William, glancing
round. "I think wo shall show up
pretty well as wo are."

"I will tako your advice, William,"
I said. "And when I am mnrrlod,
William, you shall como' and arrange
my matrimonial squabbles for mo."

"Thank you, sir," said William, ".'
couldn't undertake It."

Arrangements were mad to take
sunlight photograph nt tho bottom ot
the shaft of a mine 2,000 feet deop
at Sombrcretc, in Mexico, on Juno 21,
tho only day In tho year when tho
aun shines there. Even then its rays
touch tho bottom of tho mine for only
thrco mlnutcB. .

That an artlclo may bo good as w?ll
ns cheap, and glvo entire satisfaction,
Is proven by tlio extraordinary sale ot
Deflanco Starch, each package con-
taining one-thir- d moro Starch than
can bo had of any other brand for the
samo money.

Subject for Another Lecture.
"Oh, dear," exclaimed Mrs. Slap-

dash, when they wero finally seated
In the carriage, "I've only got ono of
my earrings on. I left tho other on
my dressing table."

"Huh!" grunted her husband, "JiiBt
like my lectures on your carelessness

In ono ear and out the other."

"Cut out hot cream of tartar bis-
cuit" used to bo a common, overy-da- y

remark among physicians' when dis-
cussing items of diet for their pa-
tients. , But alum baking powder bis-
cuits aro never mentioned In thl3 re-
spect. Why? Because it's tho cream
of tartar that is objectlonable'atfd in-

jurious, and yet thcr aro some pcoplo
who to-da- y continue to uso tho old
cteam of tartar baking powder, and
wonder why thoy aro always ailing.

Twelve Good Rules. ,
Speaking of rules: Do you remem-

ber or can you recollect tho "Twelve
Good Rules" ot King Charles I.? They
are worth pasting in your hat for
dally perusal, in caso you do not car
to memorize them:

1. Urgo no healths.
2. Profnno no divino onlinnnco.
3. Touch no stato matters.
4. Reveal no secrets.
6. Pick no quarrels. ,
6. Make no comparisons. vjJ
7. Mnlntam no ill opinions. -

8. Keop no bad company. , '1 '
"'9. Encourage no vice. ' '

10. Make no long meals.
11. Repeat no grievances.
12. Lay no wagers. New York

Press. -

Three Great Conversationalists, i

Tho three greatest conversational-
ists with whom It has been my good
tortuno to come into touch were Maz-zln- l.

Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes and
' 'Blsmark. ,

Of these, Dr. Holmes was tho most
oplrlted in tho bcl esprit Bouse;
Bismarck the most imposing and at
tho samo time the most entertaining'
in point or wit, sarcasm, anecdote and
narrativo of historical Interest,
brought out with rushing vivacity and
with ltghtiiing-llk- e illumination ot
conditions, facts and men.

In Mazzlni words thero breathed
such a warmth and depth of convic- - .

tion, such enthusiasm of faith in the
sacredncss of tho principles pro-

fessed and of tho alms pursued by
him, that It was dlfilcult to resist such
a power of fascination. Carl Schurz,
fn McCIuro's Magazine...,,' I

Hasty

CSiewisig

of Food '

the CasiGS of
Dyspepsia

fIf your tcetli are fit, chew, chew,
chew, until the food is liquid and
insists on being swallowed.
- If teeth are faulty, softcii Grape-Nut- s

with hot milk or cream, or
allow to stand a minute soaking in
cold cream. '

"Theres a reason," as follows:
Grape-Nut- s food is in the form

of hard and brittle granules,
intended to be ground up by the
teeth; that work not only preserves
the teeth but brings down the saliva
from the gums so necessary in the
primary work of digestion.

Many people say (and it is true)
that when they cat Grape-Nut- s they
seem able to digest not only that
food but other kinds which forrnerly
made trouble when eaten without
Grape-Nut- s.

"

Chew J I

"There's a reason" for

Grape
Nuts

''
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